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UR Vows arc heard berimes! and Heaven takes carc 
To grant, before we can conclude the Pray't : 


Preventing Angels met it half che way, 
And ſent us back to Praiſe, who came to Pray: 


Juſt on the Day, when the high mounted Sun 
Did fartheſt in his Northern Progreſs run, 
He bended forward and ey'n fſtretch'd the Sphere 
Beyond the limits of the lengrthen'd year , 
To view a Brighter Sun in Britaine Born 
That was the Bus'neſfs of his longeſt Morn, 
The Glorious Object ſeen t'was time to turn. 


Departing Spring cou'd only ſtay to ſhed 


WFYYY 


Her bloomy- beautics on the Gemal Bed, 
Bur lefr the manly Summer 1n her fted, 
With timely Fruic che longing Land to chear, 
And to fulfill che promiſe of the year. 
B Betwixe 


> ff Prem on oy Birth of the PRINCE. 
comes th Auſpiciqus Heir, 
1 916 ip» Naas) -and nl df ant of bas 
(a) Laſt ſolemn Sabbath ſaw the Church attend ; 
The Paraglete in fiery Pomp 
Bur whe his Wondrous (6) Gave could apain, 
He brodghe a Royal Infant in his Train. 


So great a Bleſſing to ſo good a King 
None = th' Eternal _— coud cn. 


0þ th Mi Tally col " 
Na | ONCE, In Create out Sires/ 
Ir ſeems as if they wh, the New-Born Gucſt 
To wait 6n ghe-Proceſlion of their/Feaſt , 
And on their Sacred* Anniverſe decree'd 
To ſtamp their lmage- on the promis'd Seed. 
Three Realms united, and on One beſtow'd, 
An Emblem of cheis, Myſtick Union ſhow'd : 
The Mighry Trine the Triple Empire ſhar'd, 
As every Perſon wou'd have One to guard. 


Hail Son of Pray'rs! by holy Violence 
Drawn down from Heav'n; bur long be baniſh'd thence, 
And late to thy- Paternal Skycs renre :. 
To mend our Crimes whok Ages wou'd require : 
To change th' inyeterate habir of our Sins, 
And finiſh what thy Godlike Sire begins. 
Kind Heav'n, to make us Engliſb-Men again, 
No Icfs can give us than a Patriarchs Reign. 


The Sacrcd Cradle ro your Charge reccivc 
Ye Scraphs, and by turns the Guard relieve; 


- ——— 
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( a ) Whit Sunday. (Þ') Trifi.ty-Swunday. 
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Thy Father's Angel and Thy Fathet joyn 
To keep Poſſeſſion, and fecure the Line; 
But long defer the Honours of thy Fate, 
Great may they be like his, like his be lace. 
That Zames this running Century may view, 
And give his Son an Auſpice to the New. 


For ſce the ( c ) Dragon winged on his way, 
To watch the (4 ) Travail, and devour che Prey. 
Or, if Alluſions may not ric fo high, | : 


Our wants exact at leaſt chat moderate ſtay : 


Thus, when Alcides rais'd his Infant Cry, 


« The Snakes beſieg'd his Young Divitiry : 


But vainly with cheir forked Tongues they threat; 
For Oppoſition makes a Heroe Great. 

To needful Succour all the Good will run; 

And Jove aſſert the Godhead of his Son. 


O ſtill repining at your ptcſent (tate, 
Grudging your ſelves the Benefits of Fare, 
Look up, and read in Characters of Light 
A Bleſſing ſent you in your own Defpight. 
The Manna falls, yet that Cceleſtial Bread 
Like Jews you munch, and murmure while you teed; 
May not your Fortune be like theirs, Exil'd, 
Yer forty Ycars to wander in the Wild ; 
Or if it be, may Moſes live at leaſt | 
To lead you to the Verge of promis' Reft. 


- Tho' Poets arc not Prophets, ro forcknow 
Whar Plancs will rake the Blice, and what will grow 
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By tracing Heay'n his Footſteps may be found : 
Bchold ! how awfully He walks the round! 

God is abroad, and wondrous in his ways, 

The Riſe of Empires, and their Fall ſuryeys; 

More ( might I ſay) than with an uſual Eye, «+ 
He fees his bleeding Church in Ruine lye, 
And hears the Souls of Saints bencath his Altar cry. 
Already has he lifred high, the (e) Sign 

Which Crown'd the Conquering Arms of Conſtantine * 
The ( f) Moon grows pale at that preſaging fight, 
And half her Train of Stars have loſt their Light, 


- 


Bchold another (g) Sylveſter, to bleſs 
The Sacred Standard and ſecure Succeſs ; 
Large of his Treaſures, of a Soul fo great, 

As fills and crowds his Uniyerſal Scat. 


Now view at home a (b) ſecond Conſtantine , 
(The former too, was ot the Srittiſh Line) 
_ Has not his healing Balm your Breaches clos'd, 
Whoſe Exile many ſought, and few oppos'd ? 
Or, did not Heay'n by its Ercrnal Doom 
Permit thoſe Evils, that this Good might come? 
So manifeſt, that ey'n the Moon-ey'd Sets 
Sec Whom and What this Providence protects. 
Methinks, had we within our Minds no more 
Than that One Shipwrack on the Fatal (3) Orc, 
That only thought may make us think again, 
What Wonders God reſeryes for ſuch a Reign. 


g— —— _- - 
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To dream that Chance his Preſeryation wrought ; 
Were to think Noah was preſerv'd for nought ; 
Or che Surviving Eight were not deſign'd 

To people Earth, and to reſtore their Kind. 


When humbly on v Royal Babe we gaze, 
The Manly Lines of a Majeſtick face 

Give awful joy : 'Tis Paradiſe to look 

On the fair Frontiſpiece of Nature's Book ; 

If the firſt opening Page fo charms the ſight, 

Think how th' unfolded Volume will delight! 


See how the Venerable Infint lyes 

In carly Pomp; how through the Mother's Eyes 
The Father's Soul, with'an undaunted view , _ 
Looks out, and takes' 6ut Homage e as his duc, 

Sce on his future Subje&ts how He ſmiles, . 
Nor meanly natters, nor with craft 

But with an open face, jas On hus, Throne, 
Aſſures our Birthrights, and afſimges his own, 


VThA\4s Cl 


3 


Born in broad Day- -boti, chat eli FP Rouc | 
mn no room for, a remainigg doubt: . 


"which it ſelf is gh docs dark darkoes, ſhun, 
= che *ruc' Eaglee ſafcly dares che Sun. | 


(4) Fain wou'd the Fiends have, raade 1; 
| Loth to confels the Godhead 'cloath'd in 
Bur fickned after all their baffled Tes, 
To Hind an Heir apparent of the == al 


ws bir, 
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(kJ) atbuding; to rhe Temprations in the Wilderneſs, 
C Abandon'd 
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Abandon'd to deſpair, ſtill may they grudge, 
And owning not the Sayiour, prove the Judge. 


Not Great (7) Aineas ſtood in plainer Day, 
When, the dark mantling Miſt diſſoly'd away, 
He to the Tyrians ſhew'd his fudden face, 
Shining with all his Goddeſs Mother's Grace : 

For She her ſelf had made his Count'nance bright, 


Breath'd honour on his cycs, and her own Purple Light. 


If our Viitorious (m) Edward, as they fay, 
Gave Wales a Prince on that Propitious Day, 
Why may not Years revolving, with his Fate, 
Produce his Like, but with a longer Datc ? 
One who may carry to a diſtant ſhore 
The Terrour that his Fam'd Forefather bore. 
But why ſhou'd James ot his Young Hero ſtay 
For ſlight Prcſages Of 4 Iau wi Day t 
We necd no Edward's Fortune to adorn 
That happy moment when our Prince was born : 
Our Prince adorns his Day, and 'Ages hence 
Shall wiſh his Birch-day, for ſome future Prince. 


(n) Great Michael,” Pririce of all th' Echcrial Hoſts, 
And what'&te In-born” Saints out Britain boaſts 
And thou, th' (0) adopted Patron of our ee, 

With chearful, Aſpects 'on this Infant ſmile: 
The'Pledge of Heav'n, which dropping from above, | 
Secures our” Bliſs, and reconcilcs his Love. 


— 


Virg. «Ancid. 1, (m) Edw. the black Prince, Born on Trinity-Sunday. 
(n.) The dies of oe Poom explad. (oO) 58, George- 


Enough 


——  — 
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Enough of Ills our dire Rebellion wrought, 
When, to the Dregs, we drank the bitter draught; 
Then airy Atoms did in Plagues conſpire, 

Nor did th! avenging Angel yer retire : 
But purg'd our ftdl encrcafing Crimes wich Fire. 
Then perjur'd Plots, the: till impend*2 Teſt, 

And worſe; bur Charity conceals the” Reſt : 

"Here ſtop the! Current of che ſanguin flood, 

Require not, Gracious God, thy Martyrs Blood ; 

But let cheir dying pangs, thar living toy], 

Spread a Rich Harveſt through cheir Native Soil : 

A Harveſt ripening for another Reigh, 

Of which this Royal Babe may. reap the Grain. 


Enough of Early Saints one Womb has giv'n; 
Enough encreas'd the Family of Heav'n : 
Let them for his, and our Attonement go; 
And Reigning het aknwe, leave him WW Rule below. 


Enough already has the Year foreſlow'd 
His wonted Courſe, the Seas have overflow'd, 
The Meads were floated with a weeping Spring, 
And frighten'd birds in Woods forgot © ſing; 
The Strong-limb'd Steed beneath his harneſs faines, 
And the fame ſhiv'ring ſweat his Lord'atrtaints. 
When will the Mimfter of Wrath give o're? 
Bchold him ; at (þ) Areunah's threſhing-floor. 
He ſtops, and feeims to ſheath his flaming brand; 
Pleas'd with burnt Incenſe, from our David's hand. 
David has bought the Febufites abode, 
And rasd an Akar to the Living God. 


Oe OI” "A I "0 
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(p) Allading to the paſſage in the 1, Book of Rings, Ch. 24. v. 20th 
Heav'n, 
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Heav'n, to reward him, make his Joys ſincere ; 
No future Ills, nor Accidents appear 
To fully and pollute che Sacred Infant's Year. 
Five Months to Diſcord and Debate were giv'n: 
He fanctifies the ver, remaining Sev'n. 
Sabbath of Months ! hcaceforth in Him be bleſt, 
And prelude to the Realms perpetual Reſt / 


Let his Baptiſmal Drops for us attone; 
Luſtrations for (q) Offences not his own. 
Let Conſcience, which is Int'reſt ill diſgus'd, 
In the ſame Font be cleans'd, and all the: Land Baptiz'd. 


(r)-Un-nam'd as yet ;, at leaſt unknown 0 Fae : 
Is there a ſtrife in Heay'n abgut his Name ? bs 
Where ,cyery Famous Predeceſſour yies, | 3H 
And makes a Faction for it in the Skies ? | | 
Or muſt ic be rcſery'd to thought alone? Ines! 
Such was the Sacred (s) Tetragrammaton. 7 
Things worthy filence muſt not be reveal'd : 1 
Thus the true: Name of (t) Rome was kept concea['d, 
To ſhun the Spclls, and Sorcerics of thoſe 
Who durſt her Infant Majeſty oppoſe... 
But when his tender ſtrength in time! ſhall riſc 
To dare ill Toagucs, and faſcinating! Eyes ; 
This Iſle, which hides the litle'Thund'rer's Fame, 
Shall be too narrow 10 ;contaih his Name: 


3 4 
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ginal S1n. The Prince Chrifter'd, but not nad, ($) Jehovah, or 
—_ God nds pronounc*d by the Jews. (t) Some Authors Nr Thee 
the true name of Rome was kept 4 ſecret z ne holtes tis Deos clice- 


rent. 
Th' Ar- 


oo 


A Poem on the Birth of the PRINCE. 9g 


Th' Artillery of Heav'n ſhall make him known ; 
(u) Crete cou'd not hold the God, when Jove was grown. 


As Joves (x) Increaſe, who from his Brain was born, 
Whom Arms and Arts did equally adorn, 
Free of the Breaſt was bred, whoſe milky taſte 
Minerva's Name to Venus had debas'd ; 
So chis Imperial Babe reje&ts the Food 
That mixes Monarchs with Plebeian blood: 
Food that his inborn Courage might controul, | 
Extinguiſh all che Father in his Soul, 
And, for his Eftian Race, and Saxon Strain, 
Might re-produce ſome ſecond Richard's Reign. 
Mildneſs he ſhares from both his Parents blood, 
But Kings too tame are deſpicably good : 
Be this the Mixture of this Regal Child, 
By Nature Manly, but by Virtue Mild. 


Thus far the Furious Tranſport of the News, 
Had to Prophetick Madneſs fir'd che Muſe ; 
Madneſs ungovernable, uninſpir'd, 

Swift to forctel whatever ſhe dclir'd ; 

Was it for me the dark Abyſs to tread, 

And rcad the Book which Angcls cannot read? 
How was I puniſh'd when the (y) ſudden blaſt, 
The Face of Hcay'n, and our young Sun o'recaſt | 
Fame, the ſwift III, encreaſing as ſhe rowl'd, 
Diſcaſe, Deſpair, and Death, at three repriſes told ; 


———— —— 


(v) Candie where Jupiter was born and bred ſecretly. (x) Pallas, or Mi- 
erva ;, ſaid by the Poets, to have been bred up by Hand. (y) The ſudden falſe 
Reyort of the Princes Death, WA 
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Ar three inſulcing ſtrides ſhe ſtalk'd che Town, 

And, like Contagion, ſtruck che Loyal down. 

Down fell the winnow'd Wheat; but mounted high, 
The Whirl-wind bore the Chaft, and hid the Sky. 

Here black Rebellion ſhooting from below 
(As Earth's (z ) Gigantick brood by moments grow) 
And here the Sons of God are pctrify'd with Woe: 
AnAppoplex of Grief ! ſo low were driv'n 


The Saints, as hardly to defend their Heav'n. 


As, when pent Vapours run their hollow round, 
Earth-quakes, which are Conyulſions of the ground, 
Break bellowing forth, and no Confinement brook, 
Till che Third fertles, what the Former ſhook ; 

Such heavings had our Souls; till flow and late, 

Our life with his-return'd, and Faith prevail'd on Fate. 
By Prayers the mighty Bleffing was implor'd, 

To Pray'rs was granted, and by Pray'rs reſtor'd. 


So e're the (a) Shunamite a Son conceiv'd, 
The Prophet promis'd, and the Wife belicy'd, 
A Son was ſent, the Son ſo much delir'd, 
_ But ſoon upon the Mother's Knees expir'd. 
The troubled Secr approach'd the mournful Door, 
Ran, pray'd, and ſent his Paſt'ral-Staff before, 
Then ftretch'd his Limbs upon the Child, and mourn'd, 
Till Warmth, and breath, and a new Soul return'd. 


Thus Mercy ſtretches out her hand, and ſayes 
Deſponding Peter finking in the Ways. 


——_ 
— 
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As when a ſudden Storm of Hail and Rain 
Beats to. the ground the yet unbearded Grain, 
Think not the hopes of Harveſt are deſtroy'd 
On the flat Field, and on the naked void ; 

The light, unloaded ſtem, from tempeſt free'd, 
Will raiſe the yourhful honours of his head ; 
And, foon reftor'd by native vigour, bear 
The timely product of the bountcous Tear. 


Nor yet conclude all fiery Trials paſt, 
For Heav'n will exerciſe us to the laſt ; 
Sometimes will check us in our full carrcer, 
Witch doubeful blefimgs, and with mingled fear ; 
Thar, till depending on his daily Grace, 
His every mercy for an alms may paſs. 
With ſparing hands will Dyct us to good ; 
Preventing Surfcits of our pamper'd blood. 
So feeds the Mother-bird her craving young, 


With liccle Morſcls, and dclays 'em long, 


True, this laft bleſſing was a Royal Feaſt, 
Bur, where's the Wedding Garment on the Gueſt ? _ 
Our Manners, as Religion were a Dream, WO 
Arc ſuch as tcach the Nations to Blaſpheme, © 4 
In Luſts we wallow, and with Pride wC (wal, oy 
And Injuries, with Injurics repell ; _ 
Prompt to Revenge,” not daring to forgive, 
Our Livcs unteach the Doctrine we belicye ; * 
Thus Iſrael Sin'd, impenitently hard, 
And vainly thought (3) av Ark their Guard; _ 


| (b) Sam. 4#h. y. 10h, 2 NY a Rh: 
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But when the haughty Philiftims appear, 

They fled abandon'd, to their Foes, and fear; 
Their God was abſent, though his Ark was there. 
Ah! leſt our Crimes ſhou'd ſnatch this Pledge away, 

And make our Joys the bleſſing of a day ! 

For we have fin'd him hence, and that he lives, 
God to his promiſe, not our practice gives. 

Our Crimes wou'd foon weigh down the guiley Scale, 
But James, and Mary, and the Church preyail. 

Nor (c) Amaleck can rout the Choſen Bands, 

While Hur and Aaron hold up Moſes hands. 


By living well, let us ſecure his days, 
Mod'rate in hopes, and humble in our ways. 
No force the Free-born Spirit can conſtrain, 
But Charity, and great Examples gain. 
Forgivencſs is our thanks, for ſuch a day ; 
Tis Godlike, Gnd in his awn Coyn to pay. 


But you, Propitious Queen, tranſlated here, 
muld Heav'n, to rule our rugged Sphere, 

Beyond, the Sunny walks, and circling Year. 
who your Native Cymae have bercfc 
Picry and Beauty make their boaſt, 
Though Beauriful is well in Pious loſt , 
So loſt, as Star-light is diffoly'd away, 
And melts into the brightneſs of the day ; 
Or Gold about the Regal Diadem, | 
Lok | to improye the luſtre of the Gem, 


——_—_— 
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What can we-add ro your Triumphant Day? 

Let the Grear'Gifr the 'beautcous Giver pay. | 

4 For ſhou'd our thanks awake the riſing Sun, | 
And leogchen, aw his laeft fhuddows run,” ../; + C 
Thar; tho' the longeſt day, wou'd ſoon, roo ſoon'be done) 
Ler Angels voices, with their harps conſpire, 

But keep th* auſpicious Infane from the Qui ; 


Late let him ſing above, and let us know 
No ſweeter Muſick, than his Crycs below, 


Nor can I wiſh to you, Great Monarch more: : 

+ Than ſuch an annual Income to your ftote; - (1 |; 
The Day, which gave chis Unit, did nor ſhinc 
For a leſs Omen, than to fall the 7rine, 
After a Prince, an Admiral beget, 
The Royal Sov'raign wants an Anchar yet. 
Our Iflc has younger Titles ftill in Rore, b 
And when th' exhauſted Land can yield no more, 
Your Line can force them from [a Foreign ſhore. ' 


The Name of Great, your Marcial mind will ſauce, 
But Juſtice, is your Darling Attribute : 
Of all the Greeks, 'twas bur (4) one Hero's duc, 
| And, in him, Plutarch Prophecy'd of you. 
A Prince's favours but on few-can fall, 
| But Juſtice is a Virtue ſhar'd by all, 


Some Kings the'name of. Cdnq'tqurs have SET BP... 
Some to be Great, ſorne to be Gods preſum'd,; 
* But boundleſs pow'r, and arbitrary Luſt a 
Made -Tyrans-ſtill abhor che Name of Juſt; 


| (0) Ariſtides, ſee bis Life is Plutarch, Fa 
E 
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They ſhuri'd che praiſe this/Godlike / Virtue gives, - 
FT Title, thar reproach'd hit Lives, - 


the Fw from hich ll King a 
Whom they precend,/a leaſt, 20. ini" Fay 
Is cqual both to puniſh and reward ; FF" 16; Won 
For tew: wou'd love their God, tinkels chififar'd. 


Refiſtlefs Force and Immortality 
Make but a Lame, Imperfe&t Deity : 
Tempefts have force unbounded to deſtroy, 
And Deathleſs Being eyn the Damn'd enjoy, * 
And yer” Hcav'ns Artribures, both laſt and fir, 
Bur Juſtice is Heay'ns felt, ſo ſtrictly He, 
That cou'd it fail, the God-head cou'd not be; 
This Virtuc is your own: bur Life and Stats -* 
© Are One to Forrune ſubje&;” One to Fate$ | |- 
Equal xo all, you juſtly frown or finile, m3 ill cur 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears your ftcady Hand beguilc, 
Your: felf our Ballance hold, the Worlds, our Ie,; 
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